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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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SYLVIUS, a rich Shepherd, gate to Purkr. 
FA UN Us, his Neighbour. 
.CORRYN,. Son to Fauvus, an Admirer of 
PHEBE. 
DAMN, a rich Yeoman, in Love with PREBE. 
| SIMON, a Countryman. 


* PHEBE, Daughter to Seuvros, in Love with 
_ Damon. 


5 DORY, a country Girl. 


"REAPERS, SHEPHERDS, SHEPHERDESSES, &c. 


Scene, A Country Village and its Confines. 
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PR O O © UW 0. 
MY SICK has Pow'r to ſoolh the Savage Mind, 
| And charm each Breaſt with Paſſion more refin'd , 
Impriſon'd Senſe to rule with ſoft Controul, 
And bind with eaſy Chain the captive Soul. 


Witneſs the Thracian Bard] whoſe godlike Lay 
The raviſh'd Hills and liſt' ning Woods obey. 


Tuning the trembling Strings to lofty Strain, 


Each wond'ring Object feels the pleaſing Pain. 
The Trees by ſecret Inſtinct ſeem to move, 

And ſoon appears in fight a moving Grove, 
Erinnys vanguiſb'd (as we're told of yore) 

Was known to weep, that never wept before, — 
Stops was the Current ef each murm'ring Rill, 
Spirits ſhed Tears, —Ixion's Wheel ſtood ſtill. 
Such is the Pow'r harmonious Notes acquire, 
Such Sound, ſuch Rapture, grace the lovely Tyre. 
To-night our rural Swain will ſurely prove 
Rough, unadorn'd, nor elegant in Love. 

The ſportive Muſe approves our plain Reſort, 
Nor quits the verdant Lawn to ſhine at Court. 
And leaving Pomp, inſpires our Poet's Brain, 
To areſs in Nature's Robe the Country Swain. 
But ſoft, —a Word, Our Author bid me ſtay 
Aud crave your Sanction ere I went away : 

If this new Pifture, ſketch'd by Drama's Laws, 
With mimic Feature, gains the leaſt Applauſe, 
To his Performance grant a weekly Leaſe, 

Some kind Allowance make, and ſave the Piece. 
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DAMON and PHEBE. 


2 1 e E K SS . . K. 
1 
SCENE I. A Held. 
Enter SyLvius and FauNus. 
SYLVIUS. 
N honeſt plaineſs then, I like your offer; 
and if the Maid be as willing as her Fa- 


ther, on Thurſday next the Prieſt ſhall 
make them one. 


DE 

3 

ar 
FAUNUS. 


Enough. But Corryn tells me that the maid is 


} 


coy, and will not liſten to his overtures; therefore 

1 muſt entreat you to let the damſel know, that if 

| the thinks of changing her condition, Corryn is 
the ſwain you would recommend. 


SYLVIUS. 


_ 8 


6 DAMON aw PH E B E. 
1 8 1a 

I' 'm ſorry that the lad ſhould impute her coyneſs 
to diflike. I need not mention the ſubtilties of the 
ſex. Tis their pride, and not their want of eſteem, 
that too often rules in caſes of this nature. There- 
fore adviſe him well; and if ſhe is fill fhv. tell 
him he muſt preſs her home, and when ſhe finds 


he'll no denial take, truſt me but ſhe'll be as willing 
to go to church, as he to have her. 4 
A 1 
F at firſt you ſhould find 
The maid not inclin d, 
Unwithng to grant you the favour ; 
The beſt you can do, 


Give Hymen his due, 
And let the prieſt join you together. 


This is my advice; and if Corryn purſues it, take 
my word ſhe is his. But I muſt now go among 
my Reapers,—till anon, ycur ſervant, fir. 
| | - Exeunti. 
SCENE II. HI vius's Farm. 
85 „„ J 
How hard is my lot! How deplorable my ſitua- 
tion! My father inſiſts on my matfying a man, 
for whom I cannot poſſibly entertain the leaſt re- 
gard.— What will become of me? Muſt I in com- 
Pliance to my father's harſn commands marry Corryn, 
and renounce my dear, dear Damon! No, that's 
. Impoſſible : beſides, I have promis'd Damon my 
hand, and I'm. detertnin'd to fulfil my yow, let 
what will be the conſequence. ' mn 


AIR. 
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DAMON. aw PH E BE. == 

i 5 
Be thou, gad f am'rous power, | Kaan 
20 a wretched virgin kind; 2 


Bring, in thy propitious hour, 
Balm to. cal a wounded mind. 


Euer Conn vn 54h. 


CORRYN. 


Well, Phebe, I am come Once 1 more to know 


your reſolution. 
7 IS ME. 


You know, Corryn, I have FE” told you 
to think of me no more; for tho? I ever have 
eſteemed: you as a friend, yet, to he ſincere, I can- 
not like you as a. huſband ; therefore I once; mare 
intreat you to ceaſe your ſolicitations. 


CORKEYN. 


Why will you be ſo cruel, dear Phebe, to one 
that adores you ? You likewiſe know the friend- 
ſhip that ſubſiſts between our- parents, and that an 
union between us wou'd make them Are 
. | | * 
0 Ei 24 | HE B E. 03 Aist 

e if your affection inclines to make me 
happy, withdrawing your Pretences 1 Hall take as 
a grand proof of it. 


CoR RYN, Deareſt Phebe, prithee hear me; 
_ Think- what pain it is to part 
See a fwain' thus doth adore thee, + 
s '. Crud looks will. break bis heart. | 


PHEBE. Fly, thou baſiliſt to love ; 3TH 
Go, thou fond, inſulting fewain ; 


If thou wou'dſt my pity move, 
Never ſee me once again. 


CORRYN. 


8 DAMON an PHEBE. 


CorrvyN. Cruel Phebe, prithee, fray: 
PREBE. Prithee, Corryn, haſte away. fy 
CorRyYN. Since I muſt for ever leave thee, 
One ſalute, and then I go; 8 
Other laſſes may relieve me. 
PauzBz. Sir, then ee em ge and low. 
ö [ Exit Corryn. 


Enter r 


r 
Well, Phebe, I hope by this time you have 


conſider'd what 1 laſt ſaid to vou. 


pH E B E. 

1 have, Sir, and I have irihes thought, that 
if is the duty of every child to HW the advice 
of a tender parent. 

SYLVIU 8. 
That's a good girl. TI 
PHEB Ke | | 
thay when a father loves FIN child, (as Iam 
very ſenfible you do me) he ought in ſome 
meaſure to ut her happineſs, as well as his own. 
| SYLVIUS,” 2” 44 hcl 


Say on, SE Shiv | 
PHE B E. 

Then know, my deareſt father, that, tho? 1 

eſteem Corryn as a friendly: neighbour and com- 

panion, I muſt not, cannot, like him for a 

huſband. — 

How ? ö 1 

PH E BE. 


D AMON aw PHEBE 9 
PHEBE. 


This, Sir, is my determination ; and ſince I have 
us'd no artifices to conceal it, hope you will 
forgive my plain ſincerity. Having made this 
declaration, be aſſur'd I will never change my 
preſent condition, to your detriment or my own 
diſadvantage. Lait. 


SYLVIUS alone. 


ine, 

Ha, gone! I know not what to make of all 
this. There mult be ſomething more than oom- 
mon by her myſterious drift; and I muſt, if 
poſſible, ſift the bottom out. Therefore I muſt 
deſire Corryn and his father to meet me here 
to- morrow morning. I am determin'd, at all 
events, ſhe ſhall marry him. Zounds, a little 
ſlut to diſtract me thus, EB | 


. 

How tender parents are perplex'd 
In this ungracious age! | 

I am bubbled, cheated, ſorely ven d, 
A prey io ſwelling rage. 
+ I. 

The ſtorm rij ng in my braiu, 
 Hath ev'ry project croſt; 


The port ſerene, no more ] pain, 
Poor Reaſon's bark is loſs. [Exit in a paſſion. 


SGENE :Hk. 
A diſtant grove ſeen from the field, 


Enter Damon, 


DAM ON. 
Theſe yellow ſheaves of corn forerun plenty. 
By the * of providence, we ſhall be free 
B 


from 


io DAMON aw PH E B E. 


from ſcarcity, if what the learned call monopoly 
be no more. But, ah me! what will this general 
bleſſing be to poor Damon ? What, tho* abundance 
be a bodily comfort, it is no balm to heal a 
diſordered mind. I am enflav'd by the tyranny 
of Phebe's father; my heart's in fetters, which 
can be ſhook off with life alone. Unhappy ſhep- 
herd ! thou art depriv'd of that liberty which 
the meaneſt reptile enjoys. 


FW IX. 


Charms. of freedom, now no more 
Culrd from heav'ns immortal ſtore, 
Say, where gone, and there ye ſtray, 
Fled from Damon late away. 
_  *--- 
Freedom ev'ry joy can bring, 
Freedom crowns its maſter xing; 
Little birds that here can rove, 


Warbling freedom, warbling love, 
Hail thee, goddeſs of the grove. 


|? © THOR 
Bondage limps with Death its mate, 
Bringing Sorrow, bringing Fate; 
Tho” the flave with food is fed, 
Yet the moving clod is dead. | 
| [Retires muſing. 
Enter PHEBE. 


PF HE BS EE 


What a ſevere ſtrugale betwixt love and duty! 
Well, I cou'd almoſt prefer wretchedneſs to ſuch 
uncer:aiaty. What diviſion do I find in my poor 
little heart! Duty commands, but love's a ſtrong 
temptation to diſobedience. I dread my errours, 
yet I fear to have gone too far to be advis'd. g | 

| | AIR. 
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The Cock preverſe thus brav'd the Well, 
And ſcorn'd parental care; 


The lovely ruin look'd fo bright, 
It cancel d ev'ry fear. 


II. 


Iligb on the margin, ſee. he ſtands, 
To view the deathly charms. 
So I'll leap off the brink of fate, 


To die in Damon's arms. 


Damon comes forward. 


EE. 


Ha ! here he comes: Pil ſeem indifferent. A 
little trial may teach me wiſdom, or paint the 
youth in the colours I cou'd wiſh. I warrant 
this letter has put him in a fine panic. 


/ 


DP AMSN;. 

Cruel epiſtle ! what anxious diſquietude has this 
paper created ? Let me conſider. Perhaps 
forged by Corryn. 

PHEBE. 


How now, Damon? You look penſive. What, 
in love? Pray, with whom? If any female iriend 
of mine has captivated, my intereſt ſhall not be 
wanting to procure a reciprocal eſteem. Can 1 
ſerve you? 


DAMON 


Fes. I wou'd willingly know, if theſe lines 
were penn'd by you, or if they were the malice 
of my rival Corryn, to impoſe on my credulous 
temper. 


B 2 .PHEBE 


M DAMON. an PH EDE. 


Pp HE BE. 
Alas, Damon! They are ſurely mine; written; 
heaven knows, with much reluctance. To be ſhort, 
I am not at my own diſpoſal; and Sylvius inſiſts on 
my receiving Corryn as a lover. 
DAMON. 
Ah me! cruel girl, can you yield to his eatreaty ? 


PHREVDE. 7 | 
Damon, adieu: I can no more—But grant me 
this favour—'tis a ſpeedy parting. | 


| | DAM ON. 
What can Damon deny his dear Phebe? Vet why 
ſhould you enjoin me to ſacrifice my own quiet? 
1 . 
Ny ſhould my dear damſel forſake her fond fwain, 
And cloud her fweet features with low'ring diſdain ? 
pile, like the bright fun which the Perſians adore, 
She veils her own glory, nor ſhines as before. 
| II. 

Tome, once more, dear Phebe, ſoft vows we'll repeat, 
Poor Damon will languiſb and dye at thy feet, 
But yet, tage compaſſion, nor Damon deſtroy ; 

Oh! raiſe him to empire, to love, and to joy. 


| pH E BE. a 
This is making courtſhip like a man of learning. 
See the benefit of a free {chool education. But to 
be ſincere, you are wealthy, and can chuſe for 
yourſelf. I am totally dependent, and cannor. 
And if my parent ſhould prove relentleſs, I bring 
no fortune, and ſo am not your equal. z 

OR DAMON. 
Ungenerous maid. How can I value riches, but 
as they are uſeful to you? He 


AIR, 


DAMON aw PH E B E. 13 
WV“; - 
Hence with bauble crown of kings, 
And ambitions ſoaring wings. 
Hence the regal robe of ſlate, 
Empty pageant of the great. 
Surely chiefs of woe and fear, 
Foes to ev'ry joy ſincere. 
| II. 
A beg is love refin d, 
Noblęſt paſſion of the mind. 
Theme of ev'ry rural lyre, 
Flame exalted, pureſt fire. 
PHEBE. 
| Well, if thus you think, I cannot longer diſſem- 
ble. My hand and heart are henceforth jointly 
yours; how can I ill requite ſuch elegant ſentiments ? 


WY To © 
Name all the vices in the mind, 
Wherewith mankind are curſt, 
{ Nay, were they all together join'd) 
Ingratitude*s the worſt. 
II. ; 
Ah ! let me, Damon, lead my l. life 
In frugal plenty's hoard, 
' Not knowing how much noiſe and ſtrife 
The factious courts afford. 


III. nr” 
At noon-day overſpread with vines, 
Near ſome clear fountain ſleep, 
And when the drooping ſun declines, 
Go, fold the bleating ſheep. ; 
DAM ON. 


Thou beſt of women: my ſubſtance is ſufficient 
to bleſs us both. | 
AIR. 


14 DAMON aw PH E BE. 
| | I X. | 
From that eaſtern bill, 
To yon purling rill, 
1s every acre my land. 
The plowing, the ſowing, 
The reaping, the moving, 
Are all at my command. 
Without any ſham, 
As good landlord I am 
As &er in the ſhire can be found. j 
Poor's rate I defray, BR 
And taxes I pay, 3 
No tenant &er broke on my ground. 3 
PH E B F. 


I'm much affected: his very looks confeſs an 
honeſt ſoul. 
D A M O N. 
Come, no more trifling ; let's to Parſon Dare- 
all, he grants Jicences, and is reckon'd the beſt 
Bondſman in the country. 


| alk hs + 
Damon. Come, my charmer, let's away. 
PHEBE. Duty calls, 1 muſs obey: 
Cruel duty ! — Cupid now — _ 
Damon. Will no thinking time allow ; 
| Dear enchanting Phebe, go. 
PREBE. Love ſays ay, but duty, no. 
Damen. Here thy faithful Damon woo, 1 
Break thro duty, ſcweet one, do. f 
Puzse. VI break it, tis for you. | 
 Ambo. Armed with innocence we'll rove 
| 1 Turo you pleaſant, ſhady grove, 
To the ſteeple then repair, | 
| All the graces, harbour there. - 
11 Thence away to verdant cot, 
UIUirn in — [Chorus, &c. 


412 END or THE FIRST ACT. 
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SCENE 1. 


Another part of the Field, with Reapers, ſome Lag, 
others binding wheat. ie. 2 n and 


| & 4: R. aha 
Iſt. Reaper. AH, ob parent, mother earth ! 
. L Wy hence'all mortals owe their birth. 
: Fruitful land; ob happy ſoil ! 
Crownng thus, the reapers toil, Chorus. 
2d. Reaper. See the blades of ripen'd corn, 
That the yellow ſheaves adorn ; 


See the glebe that Ceres crown'd : | 
T herefore. let us dance around. Chorus. 


> WEI 
1ſt. Reaper. Now we labour'd all the a, 
Let us foot it, ſing. aud play; 


And our tired limbs regale, © 
Drinking happy nut- brown ale. Chorus, 


F 2d. Reaper. Hand ra 3 then ha, US * | 
1  Guiling weary ſteps with talk; 
Laughing, jeſting, let us go, 
Flirting, ſkipping, as the roe. 


| Welcome, pleaſant time of th' hear, 
1 MY ariel raalcom©bere. Chorus. 


1 | - [Exeunt. 
SCENE 


— — . — a — 
— - 2 — * 


16 DAMON aw PH E R E. 


SCENE. F. 
A Meadow near a River. 


Enter Dok v. 
DORY. _ 
What! not Simon here to drive the cows ? 
Mayhap he's off: perchance I'm not fine enough. 
No matter for that. Low as I look, Pm as honeſt 
as Madam. GE I 
Tho' poor I am drefl, _ 
And look diftreſs 
In linſey- woolſey gown, 
Yet here I find 
As pure a. mind 
As thoſe who wear a crown. 
ora. 20060 Uh 
And plain white ſtrings 
Are only my defire, 
Pray, where's the loſs _.. 
hat faſhion brings 
Of” cutvetcen and wire? _ 
IDS | III. | 5 5 
Let ladies at their toilets fit, 
Paint, patch, to mend their faces, 
And (counterfeiting modiſh fit, 
Strain, fill they burſt their laces, 
I carry pail, or mould of. cake, 
Or dinner cook for Femmy, 
Elſe hie me to ſome country wake, 
And dance it down with Simmy. 
7 Enter 


" - _ N N ; « 1 * 
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5. Gi) \ien £7 r EF 
Enter e Vinging. B 
J 81 TRA N. 2211 f 21e 


T; 1 e Was a jovial tinker, © 
That. travell'd far, and near; 
4 handy rogue to mend a Pot, 

. Or bouzèe a can of beer. 
But yet the neighbours. curſt him, 

For this wild ſon of a whore, 
: Where er he mended one bale, 

Wou'd eren make a ne. 


3.3 I0 


be civil a bit Well 1 — 8 I..can tell voa 
news, —that's what I can. 


DO R V. 
1 hope it's good. —Out with it. 


81 M ON. 
I'm going, I'm going to be married. 
ag 1 " 3\4DbO{R-V ij. 503 51109 - ab 
Right, Simon, I always faid you was an honeſt” 
lad, and wou'd keep your promiſe. @ 


SIMON 2 © 
Promiſe !—what promiſe ?—That goes thro? my 
bones to the very marrow. IlAlde. 
D ON. 


Promiſe ! — ay. Sure your. memory wants re- 
freſhing. Did you not promiſe to marry me ? 
Your underſtanding cou'd not be duller, if J had 
been obliged to you for a. green gown. 
| SIMON. | 
Tolles, don' t trifle, Dory,. I'm engaged. 
C DORY. : 


18 DAMON ap P HE B E. 
1 4 — Is D O R Y | | 
Great news, indeed. Why do you dilly dally, 


like a great lord to a poor fellow that wants a 
Place at court? Why don't you fix the day for 


the wedding? 
SIM ON: 


| Fix! —you wiſeacre, why *tis fixt? Joan looks 
as fine in her boſidays cloaths, as a N s chamber- 


maid. 

D OR V n | 
Oh, you perfidious raſcal! How ſhepherds do 
dwindle ! The only people that uſed to be honeſt, 
are come to as bad a pals as the great folk. 


SIM ON. 


Harkee wench, Joan has a pretty legacy left. 
Money makes the mare trot. A homely proverb. 
When I was at ſchool, Dame Tu 2 
it me out of the Pſalter. 


DO R V. 


The devil take your proverbs. 1 with they were 
all made up in a wheat ſheaf, and Joan the ban- 


 dage. Curſe the jade and her pelf. Have I not 


bloom and beauty as well as Joan? Ha ? 


ne {+ end 
Price, girl, don t play the fool. 


a4 «Rc; 3 
Bea uly, bloom, are gilded _ 
I can't afford to fwalldw : 
*Tis like a hare, which ſtated, nen 
Are only fit to follow © 


II. | 
I marriage is a quagmire, 
And ſo very wide and deep, 
I've rightly thought to view the mound, 


Kill. -logking before” I leap. 
DORY. 


DAMON AND PH E B E. 19 

8 „ 
f Well, Simon, all theſe proteſtations are come 
to nothing, I declare I will never believe any 


man again, that is my equal, till I {me * the 
church and common prayer book. 


A 1 Re" 


Ye nymphs that trip over the ſeweet verdant plain, 
Believe not the wooing, the promiſing ſwain.;, 
For when you ere bound by ſoft Hlattery g Yoke, 
T They laugh in their ſleeve, and declare *twas a joke. 


N. 


No more make your youth or your beauty * pride, 
In riches alone can a maiden confide. oy 
The heart of each man is put up to be ſold, 

Not * with beauty, but purchas'd with gold. 


SIM ON. 
Ha, ha, ha, poor Dory! EY Get rich, 
and purchaſe love. LEP ſinging. 
| 'D 0 R J. | 


Well, now Th go to the willow, and cry 1 the 7 
loſs of my ſweetheart. No, I'd better go to my 
pail, and be merry till I can get another. 


Enter CoRRYN. -- 
CORRY N. 


I am jilted, abuſed by a little vixen, a jade who 
is fond of giving torment, She will afflict with 
diſeaſes, but not in the leaſt contribute to the cure. 
Fil not add to the number of her ſlaves. Corryn 
was never born to grace her triumphs. She has 
made me humble, but it never ſhall be in her 
power. to make me, miſerable. I will marry for 
mere ſpite. I vill f ſhew her that the whole ſex is 
not averſe to me.—Ha,—who is here? ; 

C9 DORY. 


ee e ee = 
” * 


20 2 AND PHEBE. 


— 


21 


- 


DORY. 


The time of day, friend. —Can you ſo ſoon for- 
ger me? * are both of an age, and were nurſed 


together. | 
387 lernt 1 CORRYN fide ec 
Her ſimple air and freedom of ſpeech have 
ſomething a PA: | 
| KOTA DO RV. 
You ſeem our of humour, fir.” 1 922 5 
Tame DIR, eee 


How different is this girl to the proud coquet 


T've _ 
FO Neo: "IP O0 R . 


I doubt you re fl fir. dull call Simon * to 
fetch a doctor. But, oh, 1 forgot, he's N to 


be married. 
CO R R Y N. 
- Married! To whom! 21001 Pots rt: =o eb 
| * D O R Ye * po 


P11 tell you all. te promiſed me; but, Joan 
has a portion now, ſo he rakes her,” and "leaves, 
121 Dory to the next comer. 1 c 

e 


Poor girl ! Tm in the ſame hole. I've quarelled 
with my father, am jilted by my love, and turned 
** to the wide world. | 


Bw 'DO'RY. 
Shall you's and 1 then make a match. 


ent 200 CO RR VN. ä 
rn embrace the occalion.. mM be now "T5 
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all, you talk of drawing ſtakes. 
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CORRYN. 
A good frank laſs, As to my father's anger—— 


box. 


Ne'er regard it. If he will not own us as ſon 
and daughter, he cannot hinder our, working for 
daily bread, 


RWA 
True. And I hope this marriage will plague 
other people, if it is no ſervice to Gurſelves; and 
if induſtry fails at home, I will enliſt for a ſoldier. 
Co. Farewell, then falſe Phebe, thou paſſionate witch, 
Dok. Adieu, then falſe Simon, wed one that is rich. 
Cor. No motives of int'reſt my flame ſhall diſgrace, ' 
Mo fordid ambition my footſteps ſhall trace; 
But Flymen and Cupid the deed ſhall appove, 


And Bleſs us with peace and an innocent love. 
ods ao « | [Exeunt. 


bs 
Ener SyL,vivus ond FAUNUS. | 


8 
So, J've affronted my ſon on your account, and 
ſtirred in the affair till L loox conſumptive; and after 
r 
Harkee, neighbour ; I can't. like a diſobedient 
fon in-law, who will not follow my advice. Do I 
not know my daughter's temper better than he. 
RON TE Os 
If her temper is as whimſical. as her father's, ſhe 
8-2 right w I © 
x - 5 S 


22 DAMON AND PHEBE. 


SYLVIUS. 


No reflection on my diſpoſition, Gr. If your 
numpſkull had followed my directions, ſhe would 
have yielded ere now. Zounds, am I to ſtand 


father, lover, bridegroom, and every thing? ? 
| FAUNUS. | 


1 No diſparagement to my boy, ſir. He can 
wed her betters. RE 
SY * v 1 U 8. 


Falſehood in thy teeth, ſhe is meat for his 
maſter, ſir. My girl is handſome, witty, wile, 


and deſerving. 
e N US. 


And no wife for my ſon, I aſſure you. T'l! 
2 Corryn's haſty humour, and we'll ocat the 
uſh for freſh game. | 
| OB IY LV. 1Us. | 

I tel you, friend, we have talked ſo long about 
it, that we do nothing but jangle; and if I find my 
wench hates Corryn but half ſo much as I thy tur- 
bulent genius, I'II pardon her next imprudence, be 


it what 1 it will. 
Pp A U N US. 


1 * if Corryn will hate thy maxims, as 1 thy | 
caprice, he is at his own choice without conſyting : 


me. 
SILVIUS. 


Well faid, thou man of mettle. 
> > any, 2 


Corryn fure / ſhall living fi ngle | 
Ev'ry marriage-tye refuſe ; 
For his neck doth ſeem to tingle, 


Fated ta the hangman's nooſt. FOES 
| Fav. 
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Rs I 


Fav. Phebe, fir, ſhall, turning Roman, 
| To ſome nunnery repair; | 
Yield her maiden heart to no man, 
But — hardſhips bear. 


""T03- 


Thro* her cell in ſad attire 
Evi iy ſecret failing tell; 

Aud if meeting no kind Friar, 5 
Dying ſhall lead apes in hell. 


| Enter Damon and PHEBE, 


DAMON. 
Sir, I reſtore a daughter to your arms, and 
kneel to aſk your bleſſing as a ſon. 
-$Y EV 1-U' $5 | 
So, ſo; I find you thought fit to aſk my daughter 
to bleſs you firſt. 
DAM ON. 


Sin if ſhe has begun a good action, I hope your 
forgiveneſs will compleat ir. You know my cir- 
cumſtances are in all reſpects equal to yours. 


S'Y-LiV. I:U/S, 


Zounds, * who made any reflections on 
your povert fo I want to know why * married 
the * without my conſent. 


r AUN us. 


And [ want to know how ſhe could be 6 
enden in the mind to marry any body. 


SYLVIUS. 


24 5 A M U K Aub PRE 5 


Fr 
Peace, neighbour, look to 57 ur own ao. 


*Sdeath, huſſey, I'm angry. What defence can 


you make for giving a Parent: all this vexation. 


p HE B E. 

Hear me, fir,—my declaration ſhall be very 
candid. I could not let my quiet fall a victim to 
the arms of Corryn,. but, lent an ealy_ear to 
Damon's tale. Marriage has proved his intent 
honourable. This was my firſt, and ſhall be my 
laſt ditobedience. I have no excuſe for this my 


failing, but a ſincere affection for Damon. 


1 
Loves à noble godlike paſſion, 
Eſſence of delight below. | 
Nuptials mage by tyrant Faſhion 
Are alone 10 bliſs a fee. 


II. 


When two bearts art once united, 
E urtle-like wwe happy proue: 


Nothing utterly has blighted © 
Seoeet affetion, tender love. 
: S TL VI Us 2 
Well, young man, the girl pleads feeluigly. . 
dh N £4: coat 
So he'll gad before to- morrow morning, or T | 


am ä = | | 
8 v L V I U 3 

Meddle, 6 with no. one? 3 but 1 
own. [To Damon. 7 As ſhe has not degraded me by 
her haſty choice, I forgive you both. Uſe her 


well, and you ſhall find me a father. 
DAM 0 N. 
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DAM ON. 

Aocording to the treatment ſhe receives from 

me, ſo "may be reſpected. 


Euter CoRRYN and Dozy. 


c oOoRRYN. 


Forgive, fir, this raſh action. But if you can- 
not excuſe me, let me be baniſhed — preſence 
without reproach. 


FAU N US. 


An ungracious whoreſbird! to bring a minx 

under my noſe, and then aſk pardon. You faucy 

villain! the horſe- -pond is too delicate correction 

for you. 
DO RV. 


Mynx, quotha,—I ſcorn your words. I wont 
be calPd names, tho? you wy a team, and pg 
your own land. 

CORR Y N. 

Peace, Dory. Learn hetter words, and ſhew 

more manners to your father, 


FAUNUS. 


Father! I her father! I ſhall die under the bar- 
den. I'm ſure one ſuch child as you is too much 
for any reaſonable man in Great Britain. Thou 
wert born for nothing but deſtruction. 


A 1% 


I Adam pray'd Heaven to ſend him a boy, 
And add to his Eden a fatherly joy; : 
His petition was heard, and he pray'd not in vain, 
For lo, came the homicide, damnable Cain. 


D They 


„e 
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| | N 
They both were ſad fellows, but Corryn's a thief, 
He weighs down his father with ſorrow and grief; 
Cain leaving ill praftice his mark down did lay, 


And Corryn, detefted, has ſtole it away. 


DAMON, 
Sir, Corryn is no thief; unleſs. ſtealing of a 


match can be properly called pitering. - Come. — | 
Excuſe- 


FAUNUS interrupting. 


Sir, he has a tongue in his head, and can anſwer 
for himſelf. 1 | 
8 Y L VI U 8. 


Silence, Damon. Let the old fool 1 his 


humour. 


P H E BE. 
Dear ſiſter rides you have the ſtream to ſwim 


22 I am now landed on the happy fide of the 


bank. 
c ORR VN 


5 to hear my final doom; and wal, NG ir, 
ſubmit to what circumſtances your temper and 
fortune ren | | 


306 2:17 5  FAUNUS. 


1 half be Ge e with fury! Oh, I know the 
drab! Pray, ſir, is a milkmaid a fit wench tor a 
gentleman farmer's ſon? This is the fruits of being 
trained up at a free-ſchogl. Oh, my foily ! Will 
Ovid or Virgil give the wench a dower? Or will 
Parnaſſus yield ſeed to ſtock an acre * land ? 
Was ever 5 thing like cook ? | | 


. + ©. * 


CORRYN. 
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| nn f „ 
Fes, fir; many things have been like this. 
Firſt, I may ſafely ſay, I have married a woman 
of virtuous character. | 
| S VIV 
That, I'm ſure, can be teſtified by all. 
Character! Provoking beyond meaſure. Can 
you fix her character to the fpit by a fire inſtead of 
a ſurloin. E 
ATE R. 
Ten for nought but ready rin. 
Charms and fpriphtly wit will fades © 
Wiſe men leaving all for riches, ' 
Graſp the ſubſtance, quit the ſhade. 


DAM ON. . 0 2% 297789 
Let not ſo vile a paſſion as avarice poſſeſs you, 
neighbour. I'll anſwer that what the young bride 
wants in fortune, ſhe'll make up in diligence and 
good behaviour. Let us all ifitercede' for the 
young couple. A 0 
S YVLVI US. 
Hear them, — for ſhame, hear them. 


FAUNUS. 


Trouble your head with your own new- married 
par? ee ne den n weer ö 


Cotxyn, While #t your feet 1 4 ate vg a 
kneeling, ink you your chil ſeb. 
Ob, may your boſom mercy feel, 
To pardon Doll and me! 


D 2 *T ho 


2s DAMON av PH E B E. 


Dokv. Tho" country girl, let Dory's tears 
Incline your heart to pity, 
And lend a while your liſt ning ears 
To Hear our doleful ditty, 


D A M O N. 

Come, Sir, forgive the ſallies of nd youth, 
we are all faulty. 
10 FAUNUS, 
| Due the dog's ruin ch —_ 
PHEBE. 
| 'Good Sir, "TOY forgive. The two weddings, 
celebrated together, will ſave expences. 


—D. DAMON. 


Conſider, the affair is finiſh'd, "and what's done 
£40008 Pe ne. | 


= * 
r * ; | 
- 2 


9 but i it can and ſhall: for 1 will put Sylvius 2 
10 bed to her before witneſs, and then get =  Þ 
divorced from Corryn. | 


* L VIU S. 
No, I thank you, friend, I am quite off ſpeed: 


| 0b whininmy youth, 1 2 a 7A tongue, 
| Tleap'd in the meadow, I danc d, _ T ſung. 


But now the young girls are no. more 0 J care, | 
"IE ad and ne Sa g A abair. | 


DAMON, 


both. 
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DAMON 


Come Maſter Faunus; I aſk pardon for my 
fellow-eriminals, in behalf of the whole company. 


FAUNUS. 


Well, Corryn, you might have done better. But 
you muſt now pinch a little: as you have ſow'd, ſo 
muſt you reap. However, in the main, I forgive 


CORRYN and DORY hneel. 


Say after me, Dory : — In this humble poſture, 
we expreſs our gratitude, | 


DAMON. - 
Then, let us join hands; and being united in the 


bonds of friendſhip, we'll make a holiday. Come 
in, brother ſwains, and all your fond ſhepherdeſſes; 


ev'ry one take his partner, and dance at the wedding. 


Here a Dance. 


THE EN PD. 
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AVE me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
Ye ſacred Nine. M hat fear this writing brings! 
How bold the man in this inconſtant age, 
Who truſts his virgin Muſe to public rage ! 
Arraign'd at bar, behold the culprit ſtand, 
With moving accent, and expreſſive hand, 
Pleading aloud for life. — He's not to blame ; 
Was ev'ry critic here, he'd do the ſame. 
Firſt, then the Pit, —ye judge of ſtrictęſt laws, 
We crave your mercy in the author's cauſe. 
If you, your partial favour can diſpenſe, 
Let cloſe endeavour paſs for ſterling ſenſe. 
May pity's ſun ſhine forth with potent ray, 
And chaſe the cloud of cruelty away. 
Well. Next the Upper Regions I implore, 
Think—'tis a dreadful thing to be no more. 
Some reſpite give, nor doom the pris ner dead, 
\ With all his imperfeftions on his head. 
But ſoft, fair Dames, tis you muſt damn or ſave, 
| Mark not the meaſure of a new-made grave. 
Since female goodneſs, (like Apollo ſhews, 
Fixing its laurel on poetic brows ) | 
From your bright eyes may heavenly candour beam, 
Varniſh each fault, and gild the rural theme, 
Iferr d to night, lis what all bards have done; 
For true perfection centers not in one, 


Save me, and hover, &c. Hamlet. 
With all his imperfections, &c. Hamlet. 
Mark not the meaſure, &c. Romeo and Juliet. 
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